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Wise  Bees  Save  Honey 


Wise  Folks  Save  Money 


YOUR  SPARE  TIRE 

The  wise  autoist  never  leaves  his  garage  without  a 
spare  tire.  He  is  prepared  for  emergencies. 

The  wise  man  will  be  protected  in  the  emergencies 
of  life  by  his  savings  account. 

Each  week  add  something  to  your  School  Savings 
Account. 
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HOME  SAVINGS  BANK 


TREMONT  STREET 


BOSTON,  MASS. 


HIGH  SCHOOL  CADET  UNIFORMS 


Cnat  and  Letters S3. 75 

Trousers . 1.75 

Cap  and  Ornament 1.50 

Leggins....' > ..  0.65 

Total S7.65  complete 

ROSENFIELD  & RAPKIN 

Open  Evenings  15  School  Street  Boston  One  flight  up 


NEW  YORK 


BOSTON 


PHILADELPHIA 


TREM0NT  STREET 

boston 

— your  portrait  by  recognized  artists — your  sim- 
ple message  of  friendship — your  gift  alone,  unfad- 
ing and  priceless — your  consummate  expression  of 
regard — the  reproduction  of  yourself. 

Special  Rates  extended  to  Students  of  English  High  School 
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Enjoyment  of  Eiteratnre 

There  is  nothing  more  enjoyable  than  a good  book,  if  we  are  able  to  appreciate 
it.  If  we  exercise  care  in  the  selection  of  books,  we  can  derive  more  pleasure  from 
reading  than  from  any  other  form  of  amusement. 

In  literature  there  is  wide  variety,  so  that  if  we  do  not  care  for  one  sort  there 
are  plenty  of  others.  If  it  is  drama  we  like,  there  are  hundreds  of  works  to  select, 
from  Shakespeare’s  to  that  of  the  modern  authors.  If  our  taste  runs  to  essays,  there 
are  Bacon,  Addison,  and  scores  of  others.  If  it  is  novels  that  appeal  to  us,  Dickens, 
Cooper,  Hugo,  George  F.liot  give  us  several  different  types.  Of  romance  there  are 
scores  of  authors;  perhaps  Scott  and  the  elder  Dumas  are  the  two  most  likely  to 
appeal  to  us.  And  as  for  poetry,  from  Beowulf  to  Amy  Lowell  there  are  as  many 
authors  and  styles  as  in  prose. 

It  may  be  difficult  to  acquire  the  habit  of  reading.  To  start  in  with  Byron 
might  discourage  one  who  attempted  to  cultivate  a taste  for  poetry.  But  the 
easy  poem-romances  of  Scott  even  a child  would  find  interesting,  and  the  little 
sonnets  of  Shakespeare  and  Wordsworth,  wrhile  they  make  one  think,  are  yet  easy 
of  comprehension.  To  begin  the  reading  of  history  with  Gibbon  would  be  difficult, 
but  there  are  Goldsmith’s  delightful  histories  of  England  and  Rome,  which  are  as 
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readable  as  novels.  It  would  be  much  wiser  to  commence  the  reading  of  biography 
with  Thayer’s  “Roosevelt”  than  with  Boswell’s  “Johnson”. 

Consider  that  in  former  days,  before  theatres,  ball  parks,  and  circuses  were  so 
numerous,  people  managed  to  enjoy  themselves  with  no  real  amusement  save 
reading.  Surely  if  our  ancestors  could  make  it  their  sole  enjovment,  we  can  cer- 
tainly derive  a little  pleasure  from  the  same  books,  and  others  which  have  appeared 
since  then. 

Let  me  remind  you,  too,  that  it  is  no  longer  necessary  for  us  to  be  rich  in  order 
to  have  a large  variety  of  books  at  our  disposal.  The  Boston  Public  Library 
contains  as  many  books  as  we  shall  be  likely  to  desire,  and  we  may  consult  them 
without  charge.  — J.  H.  M. 


iioitgljmtt  nr  tltc  Stole? 

A certain  very  wise  old  gentleman  of^status  of  things.  The  pessimist  says, 
my  acquaintance  is  very  fond  of  a few  w in  his  rather  mulish  way,  “These  new 


choice  and  pertinent  sayings,  culled 
from  his  goodly  fund  of  knowledge  of 
things  in  general  and  folks  in  particular. 
Perhaps  his  best,  and  most  frequently 
used  maxim  is  as  true  as  it  is  homely: 
“The  difference  between  an  optimist  and 
a pessimist  is  droll;  the  optimist  sees 
the  doughnut,  and  the  pessimist  sees  the 
hole.” 

Look  about  you  and  notice  the  differ- 
ence between  the  optimists  and  pessi- 
mists. The  former,  with  few  excep- 
tions, are  seemingly  well-nourished  and 
cheerful.  The  latter,  on  the  other 
hand,  are  thin  and  anemic  of  body,  and 
sour  of  disposition.  The  only  possible 
conclusion  to  draw,  is,  that  doughnut 
holes  are  poor  tissue-builders. 

Are  we  knockers  or  boosters?  is  the 
question  we  might  well  ask  ourselves. 
Do  we  wither  every  budding  plan, 
regardless  of  its  points,  good  or  other- 
wise, with  sour  cynicism,  or,  worse  yet, 
do  we  stamp  the  earth  hard  with  the 
cold  heel  of  absolute  indifference  over 
any  worthy  seed  of  an  idea?  To  give 
a concrete  example:  We  now  have  a 
system  of  corridor  patrol.  As  in  every 
good,  but  slightly  radical  movement, 
there  are  always  some  folks  who  either 
can’t  or  won’t  be  reconciled  to  the  new 


ideas  and  schemes  for  ‘furthering’ 
things  never  wrork,  and  it’s  no  use  try- 
ing anything  like  this  because  it’s  sure 
to  fall  through.  Now  I know!”  He 
doesn’t  stop  to  consider  that  the  only 
reason  wrhy  some  perfectly  good  newr 
schemes  “don’t  work”  is  because  he  is 
among  those  present. 

Pessimism  is  the  monkey  wrench  in 
the  machinery  of  Boom,  Boost,  and  Co  , 
the  clog  in  the  wheels  of  Progress,  be- 
cause straightforward  antagonism  can 
be  dealt  with,  but  it’s  a task  well-nigh 
Herculean  to  convince  a pessimist  that 
he’s  anything  but  right.  Let  the  op- 
timists do  what  they  will,  things  do 
move  along  a lot  faster  when  the  pessi- 
mists are  absent,  than  when  they  are 
around.  That  “something”  called  “school 
spirit ” is  one  of  the  best  cures  provided 
for  the  pessimist,  but  it  seems  to  be  the 
fashion,  sometimes,  to  be  a “flat  wheel”, 
and  some  folks  can  still  be  heard  bang- 
ing along  on  the  old  flat  side,  in  spite  of 
all  cures  and  antidotes. 

What,  after  all,  is  the  use  of  living,  if 
you  can’t  see  success  ahead,  even 
though  the  path  be  littered  with  ob- 
stacles, and  what  is  the  use  of  pining 
away  on  doughnut  holes?  Let’s  start 
eating  the  doughnuts! 


— W.  C.  B. 
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REPARATION 

Robert  T.  Grey  ’24 


The  coach  turned  away  in  disgust. 
“Flynn,”  said  he,  “if  I had  a sub 
one-fifth  as  good  as  you,  you’d  be  out 
of  college  tomorrow.” 

The  drunken  youth  in  front  of  him 
only  laughed  and  hic-coughed,  “S’all 
right,  coach.  Just  watch  me  tear’ emup 
tomorrow.”  Andtear’emuphedid.  In 
the  last  quarter  of  the  greatest  game  of 
the  year,  70,000  people  held  their  breath 
when,  with  the  ball  on  the  two-yard  line, 
a mad,  fighting  hulk  of  bone  and  muscle 
smashed  the  opposing  line,  and  by  sheer 
brute  strength,  with  eleven  men  on  top 
of  him,  staggered  across  the  goal  line  for 
the  winning  touchdown  and  the  cham- 
pionship of  the  East. 

“Greatest  fullback  ever  seen,”  was  the 
unanimous  verdict  of  the  Sunday  papers. 
But  Monday,  in  the  dean’s  office,  a 
furious  professor  exhibited  a black  eye 
received  in  a classroom  free-for-all, 
and  demanded  the  immediate  expulsion 
of  a certain  athletic  hero. 

So  the  next  day,  David  Flynn,  athlete 
extraordinary,  left  Prinale  College  and 
set  out  to  make  his  mark  in  the  world. 

Fourteen  years  later,  Coach  Denmar 
of  Prinale,  passing  through  the  poorer 
district  of  Boston,  saw  a sight  that 
brought  tears  into  the  eyes  of  the  case- 
hardened  old  mentor.  Leaning  against 
the  side  of  a building  was  a tattered 
figure  of  broken-down  manhood.  In 
spite  of  the  shifty  eyes  and  long-neglected 
beard  the  coach  recognized  the  features 
of  the  once  dashing  Dave  beneath  the 
old  slouch  hat. 

Dave  evidently  felt  the  piercing  eyes 
on  him,  for  he  started  to  amble  off. 
“Dave”,  said  Denmar  kindly,  “come 
with  me.”  Without  a word,  Dave 
followed  his  old  coach  into  a one-arm 
lunch.  “Get  something,”  said  the  coach, 


I want  to  talk  to  you  while  you  eat.” 

“Dave,”  began  the  coach,  “I  imagine 
you’ve  had  many  chances  to  get  ahead, 
but  I see  you’ve  never  taken  them. 
Now,  don’t  wince,  for  I’m  not  going  to 
preach  a sermon.  Just  .answer  me, 
Dave.  If  I get  you  a job  away  from 
all  this,”,  with  a sweeping  motion  of  his 
arm,  “will  you  try  and  make  good?” 

“Yes,”  said  Dave,  simply. 

Dave  liked  his  new  job,  and  he 
whistled  cheerfully  as  he  strode  through 
the  crisp,  late-November  air.  AhlThis  was 
the  kind  of  day  that  made  life  worth  living. 

And  Dave  Flynn  knew  that  at  last  he 
was  living,  living  in  the  vast  outdoors, 
with  the  wild,  frothy  waves  for  com- 
panions; living  a he-man’s  life, — the 
hard,  dangerous  life  of  a Coast  Guard. 

As  he  briskly  patrolled  the  wave- 
swept  beach,  he  saw  a light  flicker  not 
far  in  front  df  him.  Crouching  low,  he 
quickly  and  quietly  made  his  way  to 
the  spot.  Seven  or  eight  men  were 
huddled  around  a sickly  campfire. 
Greatly  surprised,  Dave  peered  seaward 
through  the  fast-thickening  gloom  and 
saw  the  outline  of  a schooner  bobbing  up 
and  down  against  the  dark  background. 

“Rum-runners!”  thought  Dave.  “I’d 
better  go  back  for  help,  for  I can’t 
take  that  bunch  alone.” 

Hustling  back  to  the  Coast  Guard 
Station,  Dave  reported  the  incident  to 
the  Captain,  who  did  not  appear  in  the 
least  surprised. 

“Well,”  said  he.  “We  can  afford  to 
be  charitable.  We  won’t  bother  them 
tonight.  The  poor  devils  are  probably 
drunk  and  half-frozen,  anyway.  It  is 
certain  that  they  can’t  get  away  before 
morning.” 

“I  guess  you're  right,”  said  Dave. 
He  appreciated  the  Captain’s  sympathy, 
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for  he  knew  only  too  well  what  it  was 
to  be  a half-frozen  drunk  on  a cold 
night. 

Shortly  after  Dave  had  turned  in,  the 
Captain,  stifling  a yawn,  turned  to  the 
men  sitting  around  and  said  with  a nod, 
“He’s  coming  along.”  The  next  morn- 
ing no  trace  of  the  rum-runners  or  their 
boat  was  to  be  found. 

****** 

The  Lost  Beach  Coast  Guard  Station 
was  isolated  from  the  rest  of  the  world. 
It  was  located  on  a sandy  island  some 
twelve  miles  around,  which  had  formerly 
been  connected  with  the  mainland  by  a 
rickety  old  bridge,  that  had  been  de- 
molished the  previous  spring  by  the 
Hood  tides.  The  Government,  how- 
ever, had  expressed  its  intention  of 
putting  up  a permanent  bridge  the  fol- 
lowing spring.  For  this  reason  it  was  a 
desirable  place  for  moonshiners  to  cache 
cargoes,  for  it  would  give  them  a chance 
to  get  their  liquor  into  Oceanwood  with- 
out molestation  the  next  year. 

A strict  watch  had  been  kept  in  an 
endeavour  to  catch  these  offenders,  but 
now  it  seemed  improbable  that  any 
schooner  wrould  take  a chance  on  land- 
ing a cargo  in  the  face  of  the  terrific 
storms  that  ravage  the  New  England 
coast  in  winter. 

As  for  Dave,  he  found  his  work  be- 
coming irksome,  and  he  missed  the  life 
he  had  given  up.  He  wished  that  he 
might  go  back  on  the  supply  ship  when 
she  made  her  last  trip  on  New  Year’s 
day.  But  he  knew  that  this  was  im- 
possible. He  became  moody,  and  the 
rest  of  the  men  in  the  station  found 
him  a poor  companion. 

Coming  in  from  his  patrol  one  raw, 
December  night,  he  found  the  rest  of 
the  men  sitting  close  to  the  hot  stove. 
He  lumbered  up  to  the  stove  and, 
rubbing  his  hands,  grumbled,  “Coldest 
day  yet.  Wish  I had  a good,  stiff 
whiskey.” 


The  Captain  eyed  him  for  a moment. 
Then  with  a strange  look  said,  “Dave, 
exactly  what  would  you  do  for  a drink?” 

Dave  started.  This  was  unexpected. 
Suddenly  the  truth  dawned  on  him, — 
the  Captain’s  pretended  sympathy,  the 
timely  get-away  of  the  rum-runners. 
Well,  he  wras  with  the  majority.  If  he 
refused  to  line  up  with  the  rest  of  the 
men,  they’d  merely  put  him  out  of  the 
way.  No  one  could  blame  him  for 
breaking  his  resolution  this  time.  He 
couldn’t  help  it.  He  answered,  “Well, 
I'd  keep  my  mouth  shut.” 

His  words  were  greeted  with  a cheer, 
and  simultaneously  every  hand  reached 
for  a hidden  flask.  One  was  passed  to 
Dave  and  he  drank  deep  and  long.  He 
had  abstained  for  so  long  that  the  power- 
ful drink  cut  his  throat  and  brought 
tears  to  his  eyes.  He  listened  to  the 
Captain’s  plan.  The  rum-runners  that 
Dave  had  discovered  were  the  crew  of 
the  schooner  “Bountiful.”  This  ship 
had  been  making  monthly  trips  to  the 
island  with  the  Captain’s  permission. 
The  cargoes  were  landed  at  a spot  about 
five  miles  from  the  station,  and  consisted 
of  moonshine  only.  Of  course  the  men 
in  the  station  were  to  get  their  share  of 
the  profits,  the  following  summer,  after 
the  stuff  had  been  transported  to  Ocean- 
wood  and  sold.  But  the  real  shipment 
was  to  be  landed  the  day  after  the  sup- 
ply ship  had  made  her  last  trip  of  the 
winter.  This  shipment  was  to  be  made 
up  of  the  very  best  old  French  and 
Italian  liqueurs. 

The  party  became  a debauch,  drink 
followed  drink,  and  the  last  Dave  knew 
he  was  reeling  towards  his  bunk. 

Now  that  he  had  had  all  the  drink 
he  wanted,  Dave  became  ugly  and  un- 
manageable, and  as  the  day  of  the 
supply  ship’s  arrival  drew  near  the  Cap- 
tain feared  that  he  would  give  the  secret 
away  and  that  all  of  them  would  be 
jailed  So  he  saw  that  it  fell  to  Dave’s 
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lot  to  be  out  on  patrol  when  the  boat 
arrived. 

The  wind  was  howling  outside,  and 
Dave  loudly  cursed  the  Captain  as  he 
prepared  himself  for  the  bleak  patrol. 
Still  drunk,  he  lurched  out  into  the 
impending  storm.  “Hum,”  he 
muttered,  “it  looks  like  a regular 
blizzard.” 

As  he  trudged  through  the  frozen 
snow,  the  icy  wind  began  to  clear  his 
befogged  brain.  He  felt  uncomfortable, 
and  though  he  didn’t  believe  in  ghosts, 
something  seemed  to  haunt  him. 

He  sat  down  on  a snow-covered  rock. 
He  put  his  arms  before  his  face  as  if  to 
ward  off  some  impending  danger.  The 
wind,  which  before  had  chilled  him  to 
the  bone,  now  seemed  to  nestle  up  to 
him,  and  whisper  to  him  in  a voice  like 
that  of  his  faithful,  forgotten  sister.  It 
said  one  word,  in  a pleading,  reproach- 
ing voice,  “Dave!”  The  word  fright- 
ened him.  He  shook  off  thoughts  of  it, 
and  looked  around  him. 

“Horrible  place!”  he  muttered.  Yes, 
but  he  had  seen  more  horrible  places. 
In  his  memory  there  came  a picture  of 
a prison,  and  he  heard  the  warden  say, 
“Keep  straight,  if  you  can.  I doubt  it. 
They  never  come  back.”  Then  his 
sister  cried  out,  her  black  eyes  snapping, 
“But  you  don’t  know  Dave.  He’ll 
come  back.” 

A giant  wave  thundered  up  onto  the 
beach,  and  it  seemed  to  roar  harshly, 
like  the  old  coach,  “Dave,  come  back!” 
Again  Dave  tried  to  shake  off  the  feel- 
ing. 

“Death-like  day,  too,”  went  on  Dave 
to  himself.  Yes,  and  he  recalled  another 
death  like  day.  That  momentous,  glor- 
ious day,  when  he,  with  the  rest  of  his 
fighting,  sweating,  battle  scarred  com- 
rades, drove  through  their  enemy’s 
last  stand  to  that  great  grid  victory. 

That,  he  recalled  proudly,  was  his 


come-back.  Then  and  there,  on  that 
bloody  field,  inspired  by  victory,  he 
had  resolved  to  make  good;  but,  like  all 
his  resolutions,  his  good  intentions  had 
gone  for  naught. 

“I  wonder,”  he  mused,  “if  the  cap- 
ture of  the  schooner,  and  the  undoing 
of  the  Coast  Guards  would  be  a suffic- 
ient reparation  for  my  past  escapades? 
If,  for  instance,  I — ” 

In  the  distance  he  saw  the  supply 
steamer  headed  northward  for  Boston, 
while  off  to  the  south-east  a sail  could  be 
seen.  “Humph,”  thought  Dave,  “the 
‘Bountiful’  must  be  pressed  for  time  or 
she  wouldn’t  show  up  so  soon.” 

He  jumped  up,  resolved  to  make  one 
last,  desperate  attempt  to  retrieve  his 
honor.  He  was  confident  of  his  ability 
to  carry  out  his  plans,  for  he  had  al- 
ready won  the  worst  part  of  the  fight, 
the  fight  to  gain  control  over  his  will. 

The  gathering  storm  broke  with  all 
the  fury  of  the  elements  behind  it.  It 
was  a typical  nor’easter.  The  wind 
screeched  and  howled,  the  sleet  cut  and 
whipped  the  sea  until  the  ever-growing 
mountains  of  water  hurled  themselves 
spitefully  against  the  shore  with  the  roar 
of  wounded  lions. 

Dave,  in  his  usual  grouchy  manner, 
warned  the  Captain  of  the  approach  of 
the  schooner.  “She’ll  make  shore  about 
eleven  tonight.  All  hands,  except  Flynn, 
be  on  the  shore  at  ten,”  ordered  the 
Captain. 

Dave  turned  in  immediately,  but  not 
to  sleep.  He  heard  the  rest  of  the  men 
leave  the  station,  and  about  ten-thirty 
he  arose,  dressed  hurriedly,  and  started 
out  into  the  still  raging  storm.  The 
wind  howled  weirdly  and  the  sleet 
stung  him,  as  if  to  prime  him  for  the 
coming  struggle. 

Standing  upright  (for  it  was  black  as 
pitch  outside  the  radius  of  the  single 
lantern,  which  the  men  in  front  carried) 
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Dave  approached  within  ten  feet  of  the 
group  on  the  beach.  He  counted  thir- 
teen of  the  “Bountiful’s”  crew  of 
twenty,  and  he  knew  he’d  have  seven 
men  to  deal  with  on  board  the  schooner. 

He  raced  to  the  shore  and  found  the 
ship’s  dory.  Waiting  till  a wave  floated 
the  little  boat,  Dave,  with  the  skill  of 
an  experienced  oarsman,  got  his  skiff 
headed  seaward  without  any  mishap. 

He  was  perfectly  calm  as  he  grasped 
the  oars  and  pulled  with  the  short 
quick  strokes  employed  by  all  seamen 
in  a gale.  About  two  hundred  yards 
ahead,  the  dark  hulk  of  the  schooner 
loomed  up  like  a phantom  castle.  Near- 
er and  nearer  he  drew  to  the  towering 
ship.  As  he  came  alongside,  he  could 
see  no  ladder  of  any  sort.  Undismayed, 
he  rowed  around  the  ship  until  he  came 
to  the  anchor  rope  at  the  bow. 

With  a superhuman  effort  he  leaped 
for  the  rope.  He  held  firm  and  went  up 
hand  over  hand.  Finally,  he  gained 
the  deck.  Going  slowly  towards  the 
stern,  Dave  heard  voices  issuing  from 
the  cabin. 

Aching,  cold,  and  drenched  to  the 
skin,  Dave  cautiously  went  dowm  the 
hatchway.  The  sound  of  loud  talking, 
and  the  smell  of  tobacco  smoke  warned 
him  of  the  nearness  of  his  self-declared 
enemies. 

Summoning  all  his  courage,  Dave 
burst  in  upon  them  with  all  the  noise  he 
could  make.  “Hanman,  you’re  the 
office  in  charge  here,  tell  those  cursed 
half-breeds  with  you  that  you’re  under 
arrest!” 

Seven  chairs  were  thrown  back,  seven 
men  jumped  to  their  feet,  and  seven 
pairs  of  eyes  turned  to  glare  wickedly  at 
this  single  raider  who  dared  confront 
them  alone  and  apparently  unarmed. 

Dave  knew  he  was  up  against  it,  but 
he  saw  the  lockers  ranged  around  the 
cabin,  and  he  could  guess  as  to  the  con- 
tents. “Throw  your  arms  on  the  floor 


and  line  up  against  that  wall!”  he  order- 
ed. A few  pocket  knives  were  thrown 
on  the  floor. 

The  men  looked  at  each  other  mean- 
ingly, and.,  on  the  instant,  a knife 
flashed  and  Dave  found  himself  in  the 
midst  of  a gang  fight!  No  rules  here. 
Just  give  and  take.  The  first  man  went 
down  before  a well-timed  blow  to  the 
jaw.  Then  Dave  felt  a strong,  sharp 
set  of  teeth  fastened  into  his  arm,  and 
saw  a knife  flash  dangerously  near. 
“Give  and  take!”  growled  Dave,  as  the 
beast  in  him  claimed  its  own.  Bring- 
ing his  knee  up  sharply,  he  felled  his 
nearest  antagonist.  The  sailor  went 
down  and  Dave  started  for  the  next  one, 
the  one  with  the  knife.  As  his  great 
frame  warmed  up  to  the  violent  exer- 
cise, Dave’s  football  prowess  was  an 
asset  not  to  be  counted  out.  Seizing 
the  fellow  by  the  waist,  he  hurled  him  at 
the  crew,  stopping  them  momentarily. 

Taking  advantage  of  the  pause,  Dave 
edged  up  to  the  table  and  gave  it  a 
shove,  throwing  them  back  again. 
Then,  grabbing  a chair,  he  stood  ready 
to  meet  the  next  onrush.  But  it  didn’t 
come.  He  had  beaten  them  at  their  own 
game. 

They  couldn’t  help  admiring  that 
picture  of  physical  perfection.  Dave 
stood  there,  supreme  in  his  strength, 
his  chest  heaving  like  the  ocean  outside, 
snarling  at  his  late  foes,  taunting  them 
and  daring  them  to  come  on. 

He  had  fought,  and  wanted  to  keep 
fighting,  fighting  till  the  last  man 
dropped,  but  they  were  yellow.  To  see 
seven  men  stand  there  and  not  dare  to 
rush  him  nearly  crazed  him.  He’d 
make  them  fight. 

Turning  to  the  nearest  locker,  he 
smashed  it  open,  and  found  two  re- 
volvers. Placing  one  on  the  stool,  he 
turned  to  them  and  said,  “Come  up 
here  one  at  a time  and  fight  like  men  or 
stay  there  and  get  shot  down  like  curs.” 
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He  knew  he  ought  not  to  risk  the  whole 
enterprise  for  the  sake  of  gratifying  his 
desire  to  fight.  But — . 

The  first  man  came  up.  Dave  laid 
his  gun  down  and  put  up  his  guard. 
This  was  a sign  for  a concerted  rush. 
Dave  had  just  time  enough  to  grab  one 
pistol.  And  he  let  them  have  it.  The 
first  man  fell  forward  with  a groan  of 
pain.  But  the  rest  of  them  were  on 
Dave  in  an  instant.  The  gun  was 
knocked  out  of  his  hand,  and  he  waded 
right  into  the  midst  of  things.  Punch- 
ing, kicking,  and  biting,  Dave  accounted 
for  man  after  man.  But  numbers  will 
tell,  and  Dave  was  regretting  that  he 
had  taken  a sporting  chance  of  licking 
the  whole  crew,  when,  with  a sudden 
lurch,  the  boat  heeled  over  and  lay 
“dead”. 

“We’ve  struck!”  was  the  general  cry. 
All  hands  rushed  on  deck,  and  Dave, 
again  finding  himself  free,  picked  up  his 
gun  and  followed  the  rest. 

He  took  in  the  situation  at  a glance. 
The  storm  was  still  raging  and  the  ship, 
having  dragged  anchor,  had  struck  a 
covered  rock.  In  this  extremity,  every 
one  seemed  to  turn  to  Dave  for  orders. 
“Hurry!”  he  bellowed  “Two  men  to 
the  pumps!  For  your  lives.  Hurry! 
Two  more  bend  on  sail,  and  the  rest  of 
you  shift  all  ballast  to  the  stern!” 

A grizzly  old  sailor  ambled  up. 
“Say,”  he  drawled,  “where  did  you 
learn  to  navigate?  Don’t  need  sail  to 
beach  ’er — just  ride  on  the  wind.” 

“Shut  up!”  roared  Dave.  “I’m  Cap- 
tain here.  We’re  bound  for  Plymouth.” 


The  sailors  who  heard  this,  pleaded, 
threatened,  and  cursed  in  vain.  Dave 
merely  grinned  and  fingered  the  gun 
meaningly. 

Plymouth,  twenty-two  miles  away! 
It  seemed  like  plain  suicide.  But  seeing 
that  Dave  was  in  earnest,  the  men 
worked,  as  men  can  work  only  when 
their  lives  are  in  the  balance.  And 
Dave,  standing  grimly  beside  the  helms- 
man, redeemed  his  honor  that  night. 
The  spray  was  frozen  to  his  determined 
face,  his  fingers  were  too  numb  to  pull 
the  trigger  of  his  gun,  had  it  been 
needed,  and  little  clots  of  blood  were 
congealed  on  the  bruises  he  had  re- 
ceived. 

As  the  schooner  rounded  Gurnet’s 
Light,  a pilot  was  signalled  for,  and  soon 
the  boat  w'as  at  a Plymouth  pier.  Dave 
told  his  story  wdthout  embellishment, 
gave  the  authorities  a paper  he  had  pre- 
pared telling  of  the  rum-runners’  ex- 
ploits, and  then  left  the  port. 

Dave  laughed  to  himself.  “The 
comeback!”  he  cried.  “Now  for  the 
get-away.  I’ll  run  no  more  needless 
risks.  Northward  ho!  to  the  land 
where  little  men  grow  big  and  big  men 
get  bigger.” 

And  a wreek  later,  the  great  Northern 
Lights,  flashing  their  wondrous  rays 
over  the  vast,  mystic  calm  of  the 
frozen,  white  North,  might  have  heard 
a weary  voice  urging  on  a weary  dog- 
team,  writh  a ceaseless,  “Mush  on,  there, 
mush  on!” 


Raining  pitch-forks  is  bad  enough,  but  when  it  comes  to  “hailing  street  cars” 
it’s  pretty  tough. 

* * * * 

Teacher:  “Has  anyone  else  a question?” 

Voice  from  rear;  “Yes,  wTat  time  is  it?” 
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MAIN  BUILDING 

SENIOR  CLASS  ASSEMBLY 

For  the  Senior  assembly  on  December  14,  Mr.  Downey,  in  conjunction  with 
the  class  president,  arranged  an  interesting  program  The  principal  speaker  of 
the  day  was  Mr.  Snow.  His  subject  was  “Manliness  and  Citizenship.”  After  he 
concluded  his  address,  Mr.  Barrows  led  in  the  singing  of  the  English  High  School 
song. 

The  tremendous  ovation  given  Mr.  Snow  must  have  shown  him  that  English 
High  School  has  not  forgotten  him. 

:je 

JUNIOR  CLASS  ORGANIZATION 

Following  the  precedent  established  by  the  class  of  1922,  the  Junior  class,  the 
class  of  1924,  is  going  to  organize.  Mr.  Winston,  who  handled  the  Senior  class 
election,  has  kindly  volunteered  to  help  in  the  election  of  officers,  and  plans  for  the 
organization  of  the  class  are  now  nearing  completion. 

At  a special  meeting  af  the  Room  Councillors,  the  Councillors  had  their  duties 
explained  to  them,  and  plans  for  the  sale  of  catalogs  were  discussed. 

SCHOOL  COUNCIL 

The  second  meeting  of  the  School  Council  was  held  on  November  13.  The 
President  appointed  a Constitution  Committee,  composed  of  the  following  mem- 
bers of  the  Council:  Hatch  {Chairman),  Mr.  Benson,  Mr.  Allen,  Fishman  ( 104)  , 
and  Bensen  (152) 

At  the  third  meeting  of  the  Council,  held  on  November  27,  the  Constitution, 
as  drawn  up  by  the  committee,  wras  ratified,  article  by  article.  One  amendment 
was  made.  Fishman,  Barron,  and  McCarthy  w^ere  appointed  to  arrange  for  Council 
pins. 

The  next  meeting  of  the  Council  wras  held  on  December  11,  in  the  library. 
Chairman  Fishman  of  the  pin  committee  reported  on  the  progress  being  made  by 
the  committee.  The  matter  of  room  inspection  was  brought  up  for  discussion,  but 
no  definite  action  was  taken. 

Mr.  Downey  suggested  that  the  Council  take  some  action  on  the  manner  of 
appointment  of  the  managers  and  assistant  managers  of  the  athletic  teams.  Though 
the  appointments  in  the  past  have  always  been  satisfactory,  the  Council  hopes  to 
establish  a firm,  competitive  basis  for  the  filling  of  these  offices.  A committee 
composed  of  Coach  Murray,  Lieut.  Driscoll,  Grey  and  Barron  was  appointed  to 
investigate  this  matter. 


12 


ENGLISH  HIGH  SCHOOL  RECORD 


SOPHOMORE  ASSEMBLIES 

On  November  23,  1922,  one-half  the  second-year  class  met  in  the  assembly  hall. 
This  was  the  second  assembly  of  the  school  year. 

Mr.  Downey  opened  the  meeting  with  the  reading  of  the  Bible.  The  Thanks- 
giving Proclamation  of  His  Honor,  Governor  Channing  Cox,  was  read. 

Mr.  Downey  mentioned  a few  facts  in  regard  to  the  English  High  School 
Savings  Bank,  emphasizing  the  point  that  the  bank  was  a great  teacher  of  thrift. 
He  then  introduced  Mr.  Brown  T6,  a representative  of  the  School  Savings  Bank, 
who  delivered  a very  interesting  talk.  The  value  of  saving  was  well  brought  out. 
Mr.  Brown  gave  some  notable  examples  of  boys  who  started  small  accounts  and 
gradually  made  them  grow  to  large  sums.  The  benefit  of  interest  was  emphasized. 

Under  the  able  direction  of  Mr.  Joy,  the  orchestra  furnished  the  boys  with 
music.  The  boys,  led  by  Mr.  Barrows,  sang  the  best  song  in  the  world,  the  English 
High  School  Song,  after  which  the  meeting  adjourned. 

^ ^ ^ 

CURRENT  EVENTS  CLUB 

In  order  to  promote  interest  in  the  organization,  a Publicity  and  Welfare  Com- 
mittee has  been  appointed.  The  committee  is  made  up  of  the  following  boys: 
A.  Znotas  {Chairman),  A.  S.  Reinhart,  and  H.  S.  Richardson. 

On  November  27,  J.  Holtz  spoke  on  “A  Klansman’s  view  of  the  Iv.  K.  K.” 

On  December  4,  A.  Znotas  spoke  on  “Prohibition.” 

H.  S.  Richardson  spoke  on  “Our  Allied  Debts”  at  the  meeting  on  December  11. 

Arrangements  are  being  made  for  class  room  debates,  and  the  officers  of  the 
club  are  trying  to  arrange  debates  with  outside  schools. 

A CORRECTION  : 

We  wish  to  correct  a mistake  in  last  month’s  issue.  B.  Tabachnick  and  not 
H.  Kozol  is  chairman  of  the  Debating  Committee  of  the  Current  Events  Club. 


In  the  papers  not  long  ago,  we  read, 
with  a decided  shock,  of  the  sudden 
blindness  which  has  come  upon  Mr. 
Lebon,  our  own  “Charlie”  Lebon.  Do 
we  extend  to  him  our  sympathy  and  pity? 
We  most  certainly  do  not!  We  all  know 
what  kind  of  reception  these  manifesta- 
tions would  receive.  However,  we  can, 
and  most  certainly  do,  admire  the  won- 
derful courage  and  bravery  of  our 
gallant  “Charlie”,  and  he  can’t  very  well 
resent  that.  It  makes  a fellow  feel  pretty 
good  to  be  a part  of  a school  in  which 
Mr.  Lebon  taught  for  thirty-five  years 

* * 


with  so  “leavening”  a hand.  His  afflic- 
tion is  the  more  acute,  because,  just 
entering  upon  his  well-earned  retire- 
ment, he  needed  now,  if  at  any  time,  the 
use  of  his  eyes  to  help  him  enjoy  it. 
Yet  he  still  waves  his  cane  wdth  the  same 
old  flourish  and  is  just  as  bluff  and  big- 
hearted,  (and  withal,  gallant),  as  he 
was  when  he  left  us  last  June.  His  only 
regret  was,  when  he  was  losing  his  sight, 
that  he  might  pass  one  of  his  “boys” 
on  the  street  without  seeing  him, 
thereby  being  accused  of  being  “stuck 
up  in  his  old  age.” 

* * 


SECOND  MEETING  OF  THE  SCIENCE  CLUB 
During  the  business  meeting  the  club  dues  for  the  year  were  set  at  twenty- 
five  cents  each,  and  the  next  meeting  was  appointed  as  the  time  of  collection. 

Taking  “The  Majestic”  as  a subject,  D.  Buckner  gave  a brief  talk  comprising 
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many  curious  and  interesting  facts  about  the  liner.  J.  Tartakoff  followed  with  a 
talk  on  “Zonite”.  He  spoke  mainly  about  the  origin  and  stabilizing  of  the  solu- 
tion. The  feature  talk,  “Fire  and  Fire  Extinguishers”,  was  then  given  by  J.  Spurr. 
First  the  mechanism  of  the  fire  alarm  box  wTas  explained.  Then  the  principles  of 
chemical  extinguishers  were  demonstrated,  and  several  small  blazes  wrere  put  out. 
A series  of  dramatic,  but  extremely  practical,  experiments  closed  the  lecture. 

Many  fellows  would  get  a great  deal  of  fun  and  general  instruction  by  joining 
this  club. 

% Hi  :jc 

CHECKER  CLUB 

Due  to  the  resignation  of  Manager  Rose,  a new  manager  had  to  be  elected. 
Alfred  S.  Rinehart  (309)  was  elected  out  of  a field  of  four  candidates.  Arrangements 
are  being  made  with  other  schools  for  games,  the  first  of  w'hich  wall  be  played 
wdth  Dorchester.  We  regret  to  say  that  Harvard  College  and  the  High  School  of 
Commerce  have  no  teams,  which  takes  away  two  victories  from  them.  The  club 
is  progressing  rapidly  under  the  personal  supervision  of  Mr.  Wilson  and  the  officers. 
Meetings  are  held  in  Room  151,  Fridays.  Anyone  wishing  to  join  communicate 
with  A.  S.  Reinhart.  Some  achievements  of  the  fellows  in  the  club  are: 


Won  Lost 
Reinhart  7 0 

Barron  9 1 

Reines  12  1 

Drake  8 3 

Silbert  7 3 

Stolnick  5 1 

Peters  7 4 

The  schedule  follows: 


Curtis  Hall — Jan  5,  1923— Malden  High 
Curtis  Hall — Jan.  12,  1923— Tech.  Freshmen 
Worcester — Jan.  20,  1923 — Wor.  Academy 
New7  Hampshire — Jan.  27,  1923 — Phillips  Exeter  Acad. 

Curtis  Hall — Feb.  2,  1923 — Huntington  School 
Curtis  Hall — Feb.  16,  1923 — Rindge  Tech. 

Newrton — Feb.  9,  1923 — Newton  High 
Curtis  Hall — Feb.  26,  1923 — Brookline  High 
Curtis  Hall — Mar.  2,  1923 — Boston  College  High 
Andover — Mar.  10,  1923 — Andover  Acad. 

BAND 

The  English  High  School  Band  under  the  capable  supervision  of  Mr.  Connell 
is  coming  along  very  smoothly.  There  is,  however,  need  of  more  men,  particularly 
first  or  second  year  boys  who  rank  high  in  their  subjects.  This  is  an  opportunity 
for  any  ambitious  fellow  who  wants  to  learn  a band  instrument  like  cornet,  trom- 
bone, French  horn,  etc.  The  instructions  wrill  be  absolutely  free  of  charge.  As 
the  Band  ahvays  created  favorable  comment  wherever  it  played,  the  fellows  should 
be  proud  to  play  in  it.  But  such  an  institution  as  the  Band  needs  backing,  and 
backing  could  be  furnished  by  many  fellows  who  could  be  part 'of  it.  Therefore 
let  us  have  a more  generous  answer  from  the  boys  of  E.  H.  S. 
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P.  A.  COLLINS  BUILDING 

CLUBS 

Many  clubs  have  been  formed  and  have  secured  willing  members.  Mr.  M urphy 
is  taking  charge  of  the  Checker  and  Chess  Clubs,  and  they  have  been  going  along 
finely.  Meetings  are  held  every  Monday  in  his  room.  Temporary  officers  of  the 
Checker  Club  have  been  elected  as  follows:  C.  H.  Davidson  (6),  President;  L.  Gotz 
(8),  Vice  President;  and  F.  A.  Dooly  (?),  Secretary.  At  present  A.  L.  Sherman 
(5)  is  President  pro.  tern,  of  the  Chess  Club. 

The  Science  Clubs  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Lunt  have  progressed  rapidly. 
Four  have  been  formed.  They  are  the  Radio,  the  Mohawk,  the  Spartan,  and  the 
Roosevelt.  Officers  have  been  elected.  Meetings  are  held  every  Friday.  Inter- 
esting programs  which  educate  and  entertain  the  members  have  been  arranged. 
They  are  very  enthusiastic  about  the  clubs. 

A piece  of  interesting  work  in  English  that  Mr.  Murphy  is  doing,  deserves  men- 
tion. Six  lectures  are  to  be  given  by  pupils  that  have  A or  B standing.  A committee 
of  three  is  chosen  to  work  upon  each  lecture,  which  will  be  delivered  by  one  of  their 
number.  It  is  to  last  at  least  one-half  hour. 

A or  B pupils  in  other  English  classes  are  permitted  to  attend  the  lectures, 
which  will  be  given  at  certain  dates  throughout  the  year  in  Mr.  Murphy’s  room, 
at  two  o’clock.  The  first  lecture  was  given  by  Hyman  Pave  (11)  on  December  13. 
Has  subject  was  “The  Essay”.  It  was  very  good  and  he  presented  it  in  an  excellent 
manner. 

The  boys  in  Mr.  Murphy’s  English  divisions  have  presented  him  with  two 
handsome  bulletin  boards,  one  large  and  one  small.  The  large  one  is  used  for 
English  work  and  the  small  for  Mr.  Murphy’s  home  room. 

WEEKLY  ASSEMBLIES 

A special  assembly  hall  meeting  was  called  on  Friday,  November  17.  Cheer 
leaders  Rollings,  Kunz,  and  Erikson  came  over  from  the  main  building  and  gave 
us  our  first  instructions  in  the  school  cheers.  They  emphasized  the  fact  of  coming 
out  for  the  games  and  cheering  our  best  for  the  team. 

On  Friday,  November  24,  another  meeting  was  held.  Mr.  Kershaw  introduced 
to  us  Mr.  Brown  of  the  Home  Savings  Bank,  who  is  a graduate  of  English  High 
School.  He  told  us  many  interesting  facts  about  thrift.  He  notified  us  that  a bank 
had  been  placed  in  the  lower  corridor,  from  which  stamps  could  be  obtained.  Every 
boy  was  urged  to  have  a bank  card.  A few  savings  accounts  of  former  English 
High  boys  were  read.  The  speaker  told  how  the  boys  started  with  a few  dollars 
and  now  have  hundreds  to  their  credit. 

:je  if:  % Jfc 

FOOTBALL 

On  November  27,  Rooms  14  and  15  played  for  the  championship  of  the  P.  A. 
Collins  Building.  The  game  was  an  excellent  one.  Both  teams  played  their  best. 
The  game  resulted  in  a tie  score,  6 to  6.  Each  team  made  a touchdown,  but  failed 
to  secure  the  extra  points.  On  December  3 the  game  was  played  over.  Mike  Dur- 
ant and  Porky  Flynn  from  the  main  building  refereed.  Room  14  won  easily  by  the 
score  of  20  to  6.  Room  15  played  poorly  and  had  no  team  work.  The  winner 
is  the  champion  Freshman  team. 
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ATTENDANCE— TARDINESS 

The  total  per  cent  of  attendance  for  the  Annex  was  98.5.  Room  7 leads  with 
an  average  of  99%.  Room  5 close  on  its  heels  with  98.94%,  and  Rooms  10  and  11 
tied  for  third  place  with  98.77%. 

Mr.  Downey  has  challenged  us  to  a race  to  see  which  building  is  the  leader  in 
attendance.  So  far  we  are  leading  and  have  beaten  them  in  the  first  two  months, 
but  we  should  do  better  and  show  them  that  there  is  no  use  of  competing  with  us, 
for  we  are  too  good  for  them. 

The  total  per  cent  of  tardiness  was  9.3%  which  is  very  bad  for  the  first  two 
months  of  school.  Do  your  best  to  arrive  at  school  before  a quarter  of  nine.  If 
you  are  tardy,  it  means  only  trouble,  and  mars  your  record. 

Room  7 leads  also  in  the  least  percentage  of  tardiness  with  5%.  Rooms  14 
and  5 are  tied  for  second  place  with  5.5%. 

:f:  jf:  % 

The  total  per  cent  of  attendance  for  the  month  of  November  was  97.9.  This 
is  a decided  decrease  over  last  month’s  attendance.  Don’t  forget,  fellows,  that  we 
have  accepted  the  challenge  of  Mr.  Downey,  and  are  racing  the  main  building. 
Rooms  1 and  14  are  tied  for  first  place  with  98./%. 

ORCHESTRA 

The  orchestra,  after  many  rehearsals,  under  the  excellent  guidance  of  Mr. 
Rand  is  going  along  finely.  At  present  it  has  the  following  pieces:  10  first  and 
second  violins,  3 cornets,  2 clarinet;-,  a trombone,  a drum,  and  a piano.  Mr.  Rand 
declares  that  never  before  could  he  develop  a suitable  pianist  as  he  never  has  had 
a promising  pupil.  This  year,  instead  of  having  a teacher  play,  as  he  did  previously, 
he  has  found  in  Lawrence  Berkowitz  (12),  a first  rate  pianist.  Berkowitz  played 

on  the  Wendell  Phillips  School  Orchestra  last  year. 

***** 

ALUMNI  NOTES 

Some  Seniors  can  appreciate  the  following  bit  of  news.  They  know  what  it 
is  to  burn  midnight  oil  and  plug  just  barely  to  squeeze  by  the  Harvard  entrance 
exams.  Now  what  would  you  say  of  some  one  wrho  passed  the  Harvard  entrance 
exams  of  1922  with  an  honor  roll  grade?  That  is,  better  than  a “B”.  Such  a per- 
sonage is  Edward  P.  Day,  former  English  High  pupil.  Indeed,  English  produces 
boxers,  students,  doctors,  lawyers,  reporters,  architects,  etc.,  aplenty,  and  Ed 
is  just  a ripple  of  the  great  tide  of  men  from  English  that  are  doing  good  work. 
Keep  it  up,  Ed! 

Who  should  be  heard  from,  but  Mickey  Roach.  Mickey  was  developed  in 
English  High.  No  one  ever  heard  of  him  before,  until  he  got  on  the  old  time  Eng- 
lish High  hockey  teams.  Then  things  began  to  happen.  No  one  can  now  talk  of 
English  High  athletics  without  recalling  the  happy-go-lucky  Mickey.  He  recently 
left  for  Hamilton  where  he’s  going  to  play  hockey  with  the  Hamilton  Tigers,  and 
incidentally  show  the  natives  what  products  of  English  can  do. 

Yes!  Joseph  Kaplan’s  still  the  Adam’s  apple  champ  at  school.  And  they  tell  me 
that  an  out  of  town  high  school  is  putting  up  a man  for  the  champ’s  crown.  We  know 
Joe  is  going  to  come  through  wdth  a real  victory.  And  what’s  all  this  about? 
Anybody  who  hasn’t  had  the  great  experience  of  watching  Joe’s  Adam’s  apple  in 
action  sure  has  missed  it.  Kappy’s  at  Tufts  Pre  Medical  College  at  present.  You 


16 


ENGLISH  HIGH  SCHOOL  RECORD 


can’t  say  he  isn’t  doing  his  duty  by  the  dear  old  Alma  Mater.  Already  he  has 
obtained  a berth  on  the  editorial  staff  of  the  “Tufts  Timepiece.” 

We  all  remember  how  hard  he  tried  to  put  through  a class  song  co-edited  by 
Mac  Brodney.  Don’t  be  surprised  if  Joe  puts  out  one  of  these  “bright”  mornings 
a real  T'U-F-T-S-  song.  Good  luck,  old  boy! 

* j}C 

Izzy  graduated  in  T9  with  a determined  effort  to  make  the  world  make  way 
before  him.  He  looked  over  his  ground  carefully  and  decided  that  the  best  way 
he  could  do  this  was  to  have  a more  complete  education.  So,  accordingly,  he  cast  his 
line  in  B.  U.  College  of  Administration.  To  say  that  he  startled  B.  U.  would  be 
lying,  so  I’d  better  not  say  it.  Anyhow,  after  four  years  of  being  on  the  E.  H.  S. 
track  team,  he  thought  he’d  give  the  B.  U.  stars  some  points.  As  a result,  he  intended 
to  finish  his  track  career  with  B.  U.  this  year,  but  he  got  hurt,  and  decided  to  take 
a rest.  He  is  way  up  in  his  studies.  Now,  he  still  shows  his  school  spirit  by  attend- 
ing every  English  football  game  played  in  Boston. 

Bluestein  Bros.,  are  to  be  congratulated  upon  having  such  an  able  young  man 
as  Izzy  to  assist  them  in  their  shoe  business,  when  graduation  time  comes  along. 

HENRY  SILVA 

Who  knows  the  above?  What,  not  a soul?  Why,  are  you  dead?  Don’t 
you  know  Harry  Silva’s  real  name  when  you  see  it?  Oh,  that’s  different! 

Many  are  the  successful  lawyers  who  got  their  high  school  education  at  Eng- 
lish, but  there  are  few"  who  got  it  the  W'ay  Henry  gets  it.  Many  and  many  are 
the  poor  fellows  who  got  knocked  that  way.  For  Harry  serves  a mean  wol- 
lop.  That’s  the  reason  he  is  in  line  for  the  welterweight  championship  of  Newr 
England  A more  popular  and  cheerful  fellow  in  the  ring  than  Harry  is  hard  to 
find.  He  is  still  that  same  determined  young  man  who,  when  the  doors  of  his  Alma 
Mater  closed  on  him,  tackled  his  work  with  a purpose  in  mind.  And  that  purpose 
is  going  to  find  Harry,  in  later  years,  Boston’s  most  successful  lawyer.  Besides 
selling  papers,  boxing,  and  studying  lawr,  time  hangs  heavy  on  his  hands,  How- 
ever, Harry  is  no  shirker,  and  with  his  real  English  High  spirit  wre’ll  see  him  cover 
himself  with  glory  in  time  to  come. 

Through  an  unfortunate  error  there  appeared  in  the  last  issue  of  the  Record  a 
statement  that  Eddie  Casey  and  Martin  were  English  High  School  Alumni  on  the 
Tufts  football  team.  Mr.  Casey  is  coach  at  Tufts,  not  a player,  and  neither  he  nor 
Martin  at  any  time  attended  this  school  Martin  is  a graduate  of  the  Boston  Latin 
School. 

On  Wednesday  evening,  November  15,  the  Old  Schoolboy  Association  held  its 
regular  meeting  at  the  American  House.  Among  the  older  graduates  of  Boston 
Schools,  English  High  School  was  the  best  represented.  Among  these  are  many 
names  prominent  today  in  the  business  and  professional  world.  Some  of  those 
present  were  G.  H.  Hunnerman,  J.  B.  Babcock,  T.  H.  Keenan,  W.  B.  Bradford, 
P.  J.  Miller,  C.  W.  and  F.  W.  Calkins,  J.  H.  Daley,  G.  R.  Farrar,  A.  E.  Warner, 
F.  C.  Hebard,  H.  H.  Baldwin  (now  class  president),  and  C.  H.  Carter  (secretary) 
of  the  class  of  1873,  E.  J.  Lewis  Jr.,  A.  Nickerson,  G.  Barron  (of  the  class  of  ’77),, 
Chas.  F.  Reed  (of  the  class  of  ’71),  G.  Marshfield  (of  the  class  of  ’70),  and  J.  E. 
Thompson  (of  the  class  of  ’86). 
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SHOPPING  WITH  A BARGAIN  HUNTER 

Olliver  W.  Dobson  ’24 


Shopping  with  a bargain  hunter' 
Does  this  topic  bring  back  memories 
to  you,  or  has  your  life  flowed  on  serenely 
without  breaking  on  the  treacherous 
rocks  of  worthless  bargains? 

There  are,  of  course,  as  many  kinds  of 
bargains  as  there  are  different  kinds  of 
bargain  hunters.  A hunter  must  first 
know’  what  he  is  hunting,  before  he  can 
start  on  his  expedition.  Imagine  a 
duck-hunter,  waiting  in  a blind  for  ducks, 
when  he  did  not  know  either  the  proper 
season  or  the  habits  of  his  wild  aeronautic 
quarry.  You  recognize  the  fallacy  in 
that  readily  enough.  Then  could  you 
think  of  starting  on  a bargain  hunting 
expedition  without  knowing  the  ways 
and  wiles  of  the  grasping  shopkeeper? 

The  most  exciting  game  can  be  pur- 
sued through  the  quicksands  of  the  pawn- 
shops and  the  forests  of  the  second  hand 
and  antique  establishments.  One  must 
not  wear  good  clothes,  or  the  peering 
vender  of  bargains  will  think  him  too 
prosperous  and  raise  his  prices. 

One  rainy  day,  a friend  and  I were 
driving  slowly  through  the  chaos  of 
traffic  in  our  fair  city  and  were  casting 
about  for  something  to  do.  We  were 
dressed  in  our  oldest  clothes,  so  we  were 
ready  to  begin  bargain  hunting.  We 
stopped  the  car  before  a dingy,  little 
antique  shop  strewn  with  everything 
imaginable.  The  proprietress  was  a 
huge  “female  dreadnaught”  who  fol- 
lowed us  around  like  a battleship  pur- 
suing two  motor  launches.  She  was  the 
very  “last  thing’’  in  slovenliness.  Her 
ragged  apron  was  as  tattered  as  any 
relic  of  the  days  of  Egyptian  mummies. 
On  a small  balcony  at  the  rear  of  this 
chaos  of  cast  off  goods,  behind  a large 
Japanese  screen  of  the  wildest,  most 
incomprehensible  design,  sat  the  hus- 


band of  the  establishment,  He  was  a 
small,  insignificant  speck  of  humanity, 
but  his  Maker  had  blessed  him  with  the 
hugest,  most  aquiline  nose  that  ever 
brought  tears  to  the  eyes  of  his  envious 
friends.  He  was  evidently  on  the  watch 
for  any  petty  pilfering,  for  that  marvel- 
ous nasal  appendage  could  be  seen  ap- 
pearing and  disappearing  around  the 
corner  of  the  screen,  just  as  a vulture 
pokes  his  beak  around  the  skin  of  the 
rotten  carcass  whose  entrails  he  is  de- 
vouring, to  eye  any  intruder  upon  the 
delicious  feast  which  Fate  has  placed  on 
his  prairie  table.  A carved  ivory  handled 
knife,  probably  a relic  from  India,  caught 
the  eye  of  my  friend.  He  asked  eagerly 
if  he  might  examine  it  more  closely. 
As  the  woman  was  clearing  away  the 
debris  near  it,  for  it  was  in  a grimy, 
glass  showcase,  the  beaked  one  flitted 
silently  from  his  eerie  and  whispered  a 
subtle  warning  in  the  ear  of  his  spouse. 
She  glanced  at  us  warily,  then  being  sure 
we  were  cut-throats,  she  informed  us 
that  we  might  look  at  it  beneath  the 
showcase.  We  will  probably  never  know 
what  that  warning  was.  Probably  we 
are  destined  to  be  cut-throats,  but  only 
that  human  vulture  has  been  shown  our 
destinies.  We  took  sad  leave  of  this 
gentle  pair  at  this  affront. 

The  shopkeepers  tell  many  interesting 
stories,  occasionally  true,  but  more  fre- 
quently untrue.  One  cheerful  denizen 
told  us,  in  a burst  of  confidence,  that  the 
knife,  which  he  held  naked  in  his  hand, 
had  never  been  unsheathed  without 
causing  the  death  of  one  of  its  observers. 
We  immediately  took  our  leave.  I have 
never  heard  whether  the  spell  of  the  knife 
was  broken  or  not.  We  vowed  to  cancel 
any  more  trips  to  his  shop  These 
original  profiteers  can  distort  any  story 
to  fit  their  minds.  They  can  intrigue 
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even  the  most  incredulous  into  purchas- 
ing some  worthless  “bargain”. 

However,  we  must  take  the  good  with 
the  bad.  The  joy  of  having  made  a 
good  bargain  really  recompenses  one  for 
several  bad  ones.  But  the  people  that 
pessimistically  take  the  joy  out  of  a 
bargain  by  telling  you  that  you  were 
fooled  after  all  your  precautions,  should 
be  subjected  to  a shave  with  “Robes- 
pierre’s Razor”.  To  see  these  killjoys, 
mournfully  seated  in  the  rumbling  tum- 
brils, pass  by  on  the  way  to  the  “Cure 
for  all  ills,”  would  cheer  the  heart  of  any 
confirmed  bargain  hunter. 

There  are  phases  of  this  subject  that 
a mere  man  dare  not  touch.  Take  a 
woman  bargain  hunter  for  example.  She 
haunts  the  basement  counters  for  filmy 
lingerie,  etc.  She  is  neither  a skilful 
hunter  nor  is  she  prone  to  bicker  boldly 
with  the  languid  salesgirl.  The  comic 
sections  of  our  great  daily  newspapers 
show  us  pictures  of  a woman’s  prowess 
at  a bargain  counter.  These  pictures 
make  me  wonder  why  men  play  football. 
I’ve  never  been  fortunate  enough  to 
see  one  of  these  viragoes  in  action. 


They  must  be  quite  rare.  But  I’m 
diverging  from  my  subject.  There  is 
great  joy  to  be  found  in  poking  surrepti- 
tiously in  dusty  shops  and  discovering 
some  really  good  bargain.  Then  again, 
it  is  fun  to  wander  through  the  crooked 
cowpaths  of  the  “Athens  of  America,” 
and  watch  for  bargains  in  the  alluring 
windows  of  our  most  imposing  shops. 
You  don’t  have  to  buy  all  your  bargains 
in  a store  where  there  is  “nothing  over 
ten  cents”  or  “where  you  bought  your 
hat”.  You  can  perhaps  discover  some 
fountain  of  bargains  on  a little,  narrow 
side  street,  made  in  the  days  of  the  prov- 
ince, by  some  strong  minded  cow  who 
strayed  from  the  herd. 

The  best  of  all  bargains  is  a good 
book,  one  that  will  be  cherished  amongst 
your  possessions,  and  with  which  you 
can  spend  many  priceless  evenings,  even 
as  with  a friend.  But  in  all  bargain- 
hunting you  are  likely  to  meet  with 
affronts,  so  never  attempt  it  without  be- 
ing prepared  for  anything  that  may  come 
up;  and  when  you  do  get  a good  bargain 
cherish  it  as  a gift  of  the  gods,  for  good 
bargains  are  as  rare  as  good  people. 


TOO  LATE 

He:  “Darling,  I’ve  made  up  my  mind  to  stay  in.” 

She:  “Yes,  but  I’ve  made  up  my  face  to  go  out.” 

They  went  out. 

* * 4:  * * 

Senior  (stroking  his  chin):  “This  is  the  forest  primeval.” 

***** 

Hip:  “Lemme  feel  yer  pulse.” 

Hop:  “I  haven’t  any.  The  doctor  took  it  yesterday.” 

***** 

Mrs.  Brown:  “Your  cook  is  Swedish,  isn’t  she?” 

Mrs.  Jones:  “Yes,  but  she  speaks  in  broken  China.” 
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THE  SPIRIT  OF  BILL  HIGGINS 

By  Abraham  Beaumont  ’23 


A pint  of  alcohol — sickness — death. 

Such  were  Bill’s  last  days. 

“Accident,”  claimed  his  wife. 

“Poison,”  announced  the  doctor. 

“Suicide,”  whispered  the  neighbors. 

Bill  Higgins  was  indifferent  to  this 
gossip,  for  he  was  anxiously  waiting  to 
be  taken  to  his  eternal  resting  place. 

Bill  was  troublesome  when  alive  and, 
(it  seems),  persisted  in  continuing  so 
“beyond  the  veil.” 

Big  and  powerful,  with  a bad  temper 
and  a tendency  to  fight  at  the  least 
provocation,  he  certainly  had  been  a 
terror  in  the  slums  of  the  University 
city.  When  employed,  and  well  taken 
care  of  by  his  wife,  Bill  generally  could 
be  tolerated.  But  when  unemployed 
and  worrying  about  his  next  drink,  he 
was  unbearable.  Everybody  had  been 
forced  to  keep  away  from  him  in  order 
to  escape  his  large  fists.  Even  at  his 
best,  Bill  had  never  been  a very  desir- 
able citizen.  A hard  drinker,  rough 
beyond  description,  he  continually  an- 
noyed all  with  whom  he  came  in  contact. 
Even  the  most  stalwart  blue-coats 
avoided  him. 

Of  course  in  his  long  sojourn  in  that 
city,  our  hero  (?)  had  appeared  at 
Headquarters  many  times,  but  since 
his  teeth  had  nearly  amputated  the 
short  nose  of  a poor  patrolman,  Mike 
Flynn,  the  police  discreetly  avoided  him. 

“He  is  selling  his  soul  to  the  divil,” 
complained  the  neighbors.  This  was 
too  much  for  Bill,  so  he  increased  the 
size  of  his  whiskey  glass,  and  decreased 
the  length  of  his  life. 

Poor  Bill's  body  was  laid  in  state  in 
the  parlor,  a room  but  one  removed 
from  that  directly  over  my  bedroom. 
It  really  bothered  me  very  little,  but 
my  brother  felt  rather  uneasy. 

“They  claimed  Bill  passed  away  with- 


out a confession  and  they  are  anticipat- 
ing trouble!”  exclaimed  my  brother. 

“What  trouble?”  I inquired. 

“Trouble  from  his  ghost,”  he  replied. 

“No  disturbance  will  come  from 
Higgins  spirit;  he  was  troublesome 
enough  when  alive;  but  don’t  worry — 
the  dead  are  dead  and  the  only  trouble 
is  that  of  burying  them,”  I said,  going 
on  with  my  work. 

My  reasoning  fell  short,  however,  for 
that  very  night  something  happened 
which  put  my  neighbors  into  a state  of 
panic. 

At  midnight  a violent  crash  broke 
the  stillness  of  the  eight-tenement  house. 
The  confusion  that  followed  can  better 
be  imagined  than  described.  All  the 
tenants  of  the  building  were  scampering 
from  the  house.  I,  alone,  remained  to 
investigate. 

It  turned  out  that  all  the  plastering 
of  the  room  next  to  mine  had  come  down 
in  a heap,  taking  along  with  it  the  mural 
decorations  Apparently,  the  three  hun- 
dred pounds  of  Bill’s  body,  together  with 
the  weight  of  the  casket  and  other  furni- 
ture, had  caused  the  old  ceiling  to 
collapse.  Nevertheless,  the  women 
could  not  be  convinced  that  Bill  was 
innocent  of  his  own  escapade,  and  it 
took  all  my  efforts  to  calm  them. 

The  following  day  the  funeral  took 
place,  and  immediately  thereafter  Mrs. 
Higgins  disappeared  with  her  posses- 
sions. 

That  same  day,  two  tenants,  fright- 
ened by  the  strange  act  of  the  widow, 
did  likewise;  and  to  add  oil  to  the  fire, 
more  frightful  noises,  accompanied  by 
squeaking,  were  heard  that  night. 
The  weird  sounds  grew  considerably 
louder,  still  more  tenants  left  the  next 
day. 

“Heaven  and  earth — the  divil  is 
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surely  here,”  was  the  common  cry,  and 
a general  exodus  ensued.  In  a month, 
we  were  the  sole  occupants  of  that  for- 
lorn house  and  I had  to  use  all  my 
persuasive  powers  to  induce  my  brother 
to  remain  until  I could  find  another 
place  suitable  to  our  needs.  And  while 
I was  busy  hunting  for  rooms,  Bill’s 
evil  spirit  was  haunting  me,  increasing 
in  its  realism  at  midnight  and  disap- 
pearing at  dawn. 

Truly,  I was  at  a loss  to  explain  this 
strange  phenomenon.  Free  from  super- 
stitious belief  and  fairly  versed  in  the 
mechanism  of  man,  I decided  that  some 
physical  agent  caused  these  nerve- 
racking  sounds.  All  the  talk  of  spirit- 
hunting and  uncanny  noises  after  death 
could  not  disturb  my  persistent  reason- 
ing of  cause  and  effect. 

‘‘There  must  be  a why  for  all  this,” 
I thought  again  and  again.  No  doubt 
there  are  certain  times  in  life  when 
happenings  are  incomprehensible,  and 
this  one  was  certainly  beyond  my 
understanding. 

Imagine  yourself,  reading  alone  at 
night,  when  all  of  a sudden  a creaking 
noise,  like  that  of  a rocking  chair,  is 
heard.  I hid  in  the  closet  of  the  ad- 
joining room  several  times  in  order  to 
see  if  the  mystery  might  unravel  in 
my  absence,  but  all  to  no  avail. 

To  make  matters  worse,  Bill’s  brother 
told  me  that  his  ancestors  were  avowed 


spiritualists,  and  just  when  I was  at  the 
Acheron  of  despondency,  the  landlord 
of  the  house  informed  me  that  the  police 
would  probably  investigate  the  matter 
seriously. 

And,  surely  enough,  a police  lieutenant 
arrived  a few  days  later.  He  asked  to 
be  taken  to  the  scene  of  the  ghost’s 
activities,  so  I led  him  upstairs. 

As  I pushed  open  the  door,  a mon- 
strous black  cat  rushed  by  me,  and  a 
familiar  noise  resounded  throughout  the 
dwelling.  Turning  my  eyes  in  the 
direction  from  whence  the  cat  had  come, 
I perceived  a dusty  and  splintered  rock- 
ing chair,  swinging  to  and  fro,  its  back 
striking  the  wall,  out  of  which  protruded 
a gas  pipe. 

The  whole  mystery  was  then  explained. 
Mrs.  Higgins,  in  her  haste  to  leave  the 
house,  had  neglected  to  take  along  her 
cat.  Thereafter,  the  cat,  being  the  sole 
possessor  of  the  rooms,  came  and  went 
through  a broken  window,  and  had,  as 
its  resting  place,  the  old  rocker.  When- 
ever it  jumped  from  the  chair,  its  old, 
high  back  thumping  spasmodically  upon 
the  gas  pipes  had  started  the  ghosts 
performing  their  stunts. 

And  now,  thnks  to  my  discovery, 
the  once  desolated  house  is  again  in- 
habited and  its  new  tenants  little 
realize  that  a ghost  has  been  "laid” 
in  their  home,  for  the  mystery  of  Bill 
Higgins’  spirit  will  die  with  me. 


‘‘That’s  a terrific  shock  to  me.”  said  the  electrician  as  he  touched  the  live 
wire. 

***** 

Dumb:  “When  you  laugh,  you  show  your  teeth.” 

Dumber:  ‘‘Yes,  but  when  you  laugh,  you  show  your  ignorance.” 
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ATHLETICS 


FOOTBALL 

Frederick  R.  Bridges,  Captain-elect 
John  M.  London,  Manager-elect 

The  grand  and  glorious  pastime  of  football  has  again  passed  in  the  checks. 
Behind,  on  the  trail  of  memory,  are  visions  of  wondrous  deeds  and  brilliant  players. 
Well  done!  King  of  Sports. 

Football  is  dead  but  not  completely  buried.  We’ll  close  the  coffin  by  reviewing 
our  last  two  grid  frays,  one  a joyful  victory,  the  other  a bitter,  bitter  defeat.  Let’s 

go- 

* * * * * 


DURANT  BIG  NOISE  IN  COMMERCE  DEFEAT 


Without  Mike  Durant,  English  would  have  had  a sorry  time  beating  Com- 
merce. As  it  was,  we  had  no  lark,  especially  in  the  first  half.  Mike  was  up  to  his 
old  tricks,  blocking  punts.  No  less  than  four  came  to  grief  against  his  body  and  the 
last,  in  the  third,  provided  the  winning  chance  and  score.  The  ball  had  been 
back  and  forth,  up  and  down,  many  times,  and  Commerce,  to  get  out  of  a tight  place, 
had  attempted  to  punt.  Mike  came  through  the  line  like  a demon  and  took  the 
ball  on  his  chest.  Joe  Comfrey,  ever  on  the  alert,  scooped  it  up  and  ran  10  yards 
for  the  winning  touchdown. 

All  in  all,  it  was  a rather  bitter  contest.  Fumbles  and  penalties  were  much  in 
evidence.  Commerce,  at  least  in  the  first  half,  played  the  better  game.  If  their 
quarter  had  taken  advantage  of  our  secondary  formation  in  several  plays  and 
thrown  a few  forwards,  their  exit  song  might  have  been  stronger.  Norton,  at  quarter 
for  E.  H.  S.  and  playing  with  a wrenched  shoulder,  showed  admirable  courage. 
His  handling  of  kicks  on  the  run  was  pretty.  Captain  “Julie”  played  the  same  bril- 
liant game  as  ever.  On  the  opening  kickoff  in  the  second,  he  ran  the  ball  back 
from  his  five-yard  line  to  the  forty. 

Besides  Durant,  Norton  and  Martin,  Bridges  was  brilliant  for  the  Blue  and  Blue 
and  did  some  nifty  interfering.  Smith,  at  quarter,  picked  his  plays  nicely. 

Here’s  how  they  faced  up: 


COMMERCE  0 
Sullivan  re 
Taylor,  rt 
Thompson,  rg 
Crehan,  c 
Connolly,  lg 
Kilroy,  It 


ENGLISH  6 
le,  Comfrey 
It,  (Rudquist),  Ohrenberger 
lg,  (Buckley),  Farrenkoph 
c,  Mills 

rg,  (McMorrow),  Tremble 

rt,  Durant 
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Norton,  le 

Leonard,  (Murphy),  qb 
McDonald,  rhb 
Buckley,  (Hunkard),  lhb 
Reynolds,  (Connell),  fb 
Time:  12-min.  periods. 


re,  (Dunlop),  Williams 
qb,  (Smith) , Norton 
lhb,  Martin  (Capt.) 
rhb,  (Boyle,  Daley),  Flahive 
fb,  Bridges 


IT  MIGHT  HAVE  BEEN  WORSE 

Breaks  and  fumbles,  fumbles  and  breaks,  ’nuf  ced.  The  Turkey  Day  game  this 
year  was  of  the  cleanest  sort,  not  a personal  foul  in  the  whole  program.  Latin 
won  because  her  boys  played  heads-up  football.  And  the  Blue  and  Blues  were 
not  at  all  modest  in  making  breaks.  They  took  turns.  Talking  about  breaks, 
imagine  having  the  ball  on  the  1-inch  line  (if  there  is  any)  and  losing  it  on  downs. 
Well  so  goes  the  world. 

Latin  in  all  got  three  lucky  touchdowns.  The  first  resulted  directly  from 
Haggerty’s  85-yard  run  from  kickoff.  Elton  at  quarter  for  the  Purple  showed  good 
judgment.  Tobin,  Latin’s  classy  kicker,  out-toed  the  best  of  our  punters  by  yards. 
Their  last  touchdowm  was  luck  if  anything  ever  was.  We  were  within  scoring 
distance  and  attempted  to  forward.  Crosby  cf  Latin,  playing  with  both  eyes 
open,  took  that  forward  and  jaunted  down  the  field  91  yards  or  so  for  another 
touchdown 

English  had  several  wonderful  opportunities  to  score,  but  it  didn’t  mean  a 
thing.  Two  or  three  times,  the  Light  and  Dark  took  the  ball  on  a straight  march 
only  to  lose  it  on  downs  when  wfithin  scoring  distance  of  the  goal  line.  “Art” 
Smith  made  a nice  try  tor  field  goal  but  had  too  much  distance  to  cover.  Boyle 
worked  great  at  the  carrying  end.  “Julie”  playing  with  a badly  injured  leg  was 
an  inspiration,  and  although  hampered  as  he  was,  made  long  gains  and  got  over 
the  one  and  only  touchdowm. 

The  lineup  for  the  big  letter  game: 

LATIN  20  ENGLISH  6 


Kelley,  (McNoonan),  le 
Sullivan,  (Hammer),  It 
Holleran,  Ig 
Norton,  c 
Riordan,  rg 
Dunn,  (Sexton),  rt 
Haggerty,  (Terry),  re 
Ingoldsby,  (Elton),  qb 
Ryan,  (Prince),  lhb 
Tobin,  (Ryan),  rhb 
Crosby,  fb 

Time:  12-min.  periods. 


re,  (A.  Norton),  Williams 
rt,  Durant 
rg,  Tremble 
c,  Mills 

lg,  (Farrenkoph),  Johnson 
It,  (Rudquist,  Burden),  Ohrenberger 
le,  (O’Keefe),  Comfrey 
qb,  (Smith),  Norton 
rhb,  (Murphy,  Flahive,  Foote),  Boyle 
lhb,  (Daley),  Martin,  (Capt.) 

fb,  Bridges 


* * * * * 


BRIDGES  ELECTED  CAPTAIN  FOR  1923 
At  a meeting  of  letter-men  held  in  Coach  Murray’s  room,  “Bus”  Bridges  was 
elected  captain  of  next  year’s  grid  outfit.  Bridges  has  been'on  the  team  three  years, 
and  knows  football  from  end  to  end.  He  is  well  liked  by  the  fellows  and  ought  to 


24 


ENGLISH  HIGH  SCHOOL  RECORD 


prove  to  be  as  fine  a leader  as  was  his  famous  brother,  football  captain  here  some 
few  years  ago. 

FOOTBALL  LETTERS 

These  boys  have  been  awarded  football  letters  for  this  season: 


Captain  Martin 

Ohrenberger 

Comfrey 

Rudquist 

Manager  Aronson 

Boyle 

Norton 

Sullivan 

Bridges 

Foote 

Smith 

Dunlop 

Mills 

Murphy 

Daley 

O’Keefe 

Tremble 

Burden 

Flahive 

Sargent 

Durant 

Casey 

Williams 

McMorrow 

Farrenkoph 

Buckley 

Johnson 

Cox 

Mutrie  O’Brien  Thackerberry 


HOCKEY 

Arthur  F.  Norton,  Captain 

Philip  S.  Hartigan,  Manager 

What  good  is  a hockey  team  without  ice?  Work  that  out  with  a slide  rule  if 
you  can.  For  the  present,  due  to  the  lack  of  frozen  hydrogen  oxide,  the  puck 
chasers  are  working  out  in  the  drdl  hall  getting  in  lots  of  stick  manoeuvers,  et  cetera. 
A large  squad  reported  out  the  first  few  days  and  have  dwindled  down  to  a good 
working  bunch.  The  mainstays  of  the  in  ship  will  be  last  year’s  experienced  men, 
Norton,  Hartigan,  Conley,  and  Koplow.  A good,  snappy  map  of  20  games  has  been 
drawn  up  with  some  of  the  best  teams  in  this  neck  of  the  woods.  No  coach  has 
been  secured  as  yet,  but  Mr.  Wilson  has  hopes  of  obtaining  the  assistance  of  some 
old  E.  H.  S.  stick  wielders.  As  usual,  the  season  was  opened  with  an  informal 
game  with  the  Alumni,  played  during  the  Christmas  holidays.  Work  will  begin 
very  soon  on  the  new  rink  in  the  drill  hall  court  yard.  If  things  work  out  as 
hoped,  all  home  games  will  be  run  off  on  this  rink.  The  corridor  windows  will  pro- 
vide a natural  and  comfortable  means  of  reviewing  our  worthy  athletes  in  action. 
This  rink  will  be  the  greatest  hockey  boom  E.  H.  S.  has  ever  had.  Hope  for  the 
best  and  keep  your  skates  sharp. 

TRACK 

William  T.  McKillop,  Captain 
Nat  A.  Barrows,  Manager 

Coach  Fred  Murray  has  called  out  the  track  and  field  candidates  and  is  work- 
ing out  with  them  every  afternoon  in  the  gym  and  in  the  drill  hall.  And  I’m 
telling  you  that  those  two  last  named  places  are  busy  joints  about  this  time.  Here 
we  see  Captain  “Bill”  and  “Jerry”  Rollings  grinding  out  their  20  or  30  laps,  training 
for  the  distance  runs.  That  handsome  youth  with  the  snappy  hurdle  form  is  no 
less  than  “Clarrie”  Silverman.  Who's  that  pair  over  there  taking  starts?  Oh, 
that’s  “Julie”  Martin  and  “Charlie”  Hootstein,  the  boys  for  the  300  breath  taker. 
Yeh,  they’re  all  back  from  last  year,  with  lots  of  experience.  Where  are  the  new  men, 
you  say?  Take  a look  around  at  the  hopefuls.  If  Coach  Murray  doesn’t  manu- 
facture a champ  team  out  of  that  bunch  then  I’m  no  picker.  Nice  material,  huh? 
Look  at  that  chesty  lad  jaunting  along  there,  this  is  his  29th  lap.  His  name? 
“Tom”  Sullivan,  to  be  sure.  W here’s  the  field  events?  Listen,  you  hear  that  thud 
upstairs?  That’s  Daley  just  descending  after  a voyage  over  the  bar.  That  deaf- 
ening crash  just  then  was  “Mike”  Durant's  heave  at  the  shot  put.  Si,  senor,  this 
is  a busy  place.  W7atch  the  results  we  get. 
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Fellows,  do  you  realize  the  opportunities  that  track  offers  you?  Here  is  a chance 
for  the  individual  to  shine.  Here,  as  in  other  competitive  sports,  the  degree  of  suc- 
cess depends  upon  the  amount  of  work  put  in  on  training.  Of  course,  there  is  such 
a thing  as  too  much  training  but  don’t  worry.  Come  out  each  night,  train,  develop 
your  body  and  get  some  fun  out  of  the  school.  The  city  is  paying  a heap  of  “jack” 
to  run  off  track  sports  in  this  school.  Don't  get  cheated,  get  your  money’s  .worth. 
And  don’t  pretend  that  you’re  no  good  at  this  or  that.  Coach  Murray  has  a trick  of 
bringing  out  hidden  ability.  Good  high  jumpers  can  often  be  made  out  of  rotten 
shot  putters  and  vice  versa.  A fellow  who  can’t  run  3 laps  to  save  his  neck  is  made 
into  a dandy  hurdler,  and  so  it  goes.  You  never  know  w7hat  you’re  good  for  ’till  you 
take  a crack.  Get  a suit  and  show  up.  At  least,  you  can  get  into  all  the  meets 
free.  And  for  picked  men,  there  may  be  some  nice  trips,  sabe_?  Let’s  go  wTitb 
Captain  “Bill”. 

Here’s  the  schedule  as  the  books  at  Mason  Street  have  it: 

Jan.  27 — Harvard  ’27,  B.  L.  S.,  E.  H.  S.  at  Harvard 

Jan.  31 — Dorchester  at  Armory 

Feb.  3 — B.  A.  A.  at  Arena 

Feb.  9 — Mechanics  at  Armory 

Feb.  16 — -Commerce  at  Armory 

Feb.  22 — Legion  at  Armory 

March  6 — Latin  at  Armory 

March  10 — Relay  runs  at  Armory 

March  13 — Field  events  at 

March  22 — Regimentals,  track  runs,  at  Armory- 
March  23— Regimentals,  track  dashes,  at  Armory- 
March  24 — Finals,  at  Armory 

***** 

SWIMMING 

Gordon  H.  Kunz,  Captain 
Max  C.  Barron,  Manager 

Cabot  Street  tank  is  coming  right  along  these  day7s,  especially  on  4 uesday  and 
Friday  afternoons,  w-hen  the  E.  H.  S.  swimming  team  holds  its  practice  and  takes 
its  bath.  A fair  number  are  showing  up,  but  not  half  enough.  Men  are  needed  in 
every  single  event  from  dash  to  plunge.  Here  is  a nice  chance  to  get  a letter  and  see 
the  country7,  at  the  city’s  expense.  About  the  only  good  men  we  can  boast  of  are: 
“Hy”  London  in  the  plunge;  Captain  Kunz  in  the  dash  and  dive;  and  Ferguson 
in  the  middle  distance  swim.  The  team  has  been  fortunate  in  having,  from  time  to 
time,  the  coaching  services  of  Max  Brodney,  last  year’s  star  plunger.  Another  who 
has  greatly  assisted  in  coaching  is  Mr.  Herbert  Holm,  a member  of  the  Brookline 
Swimming  Club  and  one  of  the  best  wrater  polo  playrers  in  these  diggings.  Mr.  Holm 
is  rated  as  one  of  the  best  coaches  in  New  England  and  will  be  a frequent  visitor  at 
the  team’s  practice  in  the  future. 

“Al”  Lind  was  elected  captain  for  this  year  but  was  forced  to  resign  w-hen  he 
transferred  to  Huntington  early7  in  the  year.  All  out  with  Kunz.  Cabot  Street 
is  the  scene  and  Tuesdays  and  Fridays  are  the  times.  We’re  off! 
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Well,  fellows,  the  Record  box  is  up  at  last.  It  can  be  found  in  lower  central 
corridor,  near  the  bulletin  board.  Use  it., 

S|C  % ^ 

“My  girl  has  gone  to  the  West  Indies.” 

“Jamaica?” 

“Nope.  She  went  of  her  own  accord.” 


Wife:  “Where  is  the  car?” 

Absent-minded  professor:  “Did  I take  the  car  out?” 

Wife:  “Surely,  you  drove  it  in  to  town  today.” 

Absent  minded  professor:  “How  odd.  I remember  now,  that  after  I got  out. 
I turned  around  to  thank  the  fellow  for  giving  me  the  lift,  and  wondered  where  he 
had  gone.” 

Sniff:  “A  horse  just  skidded  around  the  corner.” 

Snuff:  “But  horses  can’t  skid.” 

Sniff:  “But  this  one  could.  It  was  tired.” 


Joke  Editor  (to  editor-in-chief):  “Shall  I print  this  joke  about  crude  oil?” 
Editor-in-Chief:  “No,  it  isn’t  refined.” 


* * * * * 

HEARD  IN  H4 

Sip:  “I  hear  that  the  bones  of  Columbus  have  been  found.” 
Sap:  “Horrors'  I never  knew  he  wras  a gambler.” 

sfc  :je  sfc  sf: 

She:  “Have  you  ever  talked  like  this,  to  any  other  girl?” 
He:  “No,  m’love.  I’m  at  my  best  tonight.” 
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HEARD  ON  THE  GRIDIRON 
L.  H.  S.  Guard:  “I  call  that  Latin  guard,  ‘the  breath  of  life’.” 

Friend:  “Why?” 

E.  H.  S.  Guard:  ‘‘Well,  it’s  so  easy  to  hold  a breath.” 

***** 

Mrs.  Newrich  (to  new  butler):  ‘‘What  is  your  last  name?  I shall  call  vou  bv 

it.” 

Butler:  ‘‘I  don’t  think  you  will,  ma’am.” 

Mrs.  Newrich:  ‘‘And  why  not?” 

Butler:  ‘‘Because  it’s  Darling,  ma’am.” 

***** 

Mr.  Jones  ‘‘Why  do  you  call  your  son  Bill?” 

Mr.  Smith : Y\  ell,  he  came  on  the  first  of  the  month,  and  is  getting  bigger  and 

bigger.” 

***** 

Teacher:  ‘‘What  does  Darwin’s  theory  state?” 

Stupid:  “Darwin  says  our  ancestors  came  from  monkeys,  but  my  mamma  says, 
mine  came  from  Wales.” 

***** 

Bill:  “Do  you  like  moving  pictures?” 

Bell:  “Absolutely  not.  I almost  broke  my  neck  hanging  the  darn  things.” 

* * * * * 

A FRIEND  IN  NEED 
She  (anxiously):  “Please  leave  me  alone.” 

He  (sorrowfully):  “Sorry,  but  I tried  to  get  a loan  myself,  yesterday,  and 
failed.” 

* * * * * 

Slip:  “I’m  going  to  sue  my  English  teacher  for  libel  ” 

Slap:  “What  for?” 

Slip  - “He  wrote  on  my  English  theme,  ‘You  have  bad  relatives  and  antecedents.” 

***** 

’NOTHER  ABSENT-MINDED  “PROF”  JOKE 
Policeman:  “But  didn’t  you  feel  the  pick-pocket’s  hand  in  your  pocket?” 

Proifessor  (absent-minded  of  course):  “Yes,  but  I thought  it  was  my  own.” 

* * * * * 

Hubby  (after  waiting  an  hour  on  the  street  corner  for  his  wife) : “What  do  you 
mean  by  making  me  stand  here  in  the  cold,  like  an  old  fool?” 

Wifie:  “How  can  I help  how  you  stand?” 

***** 

Farmer  (to  hired  man,  sleeping  under  a tree):  “What’s  this?  I thought  you 
said  you  never  got  tired?” 

Hired-man:  “Well,  this  doesn’t  tire  me  ” 

***** 

Mother:  “I  wish  the  papers  would  stop  writing  about  these  mountain  moon- 
shiners.” 

Daughter:  “Why?” 

Mother:  “Because  I want  father  to  take  us  to  the  seashore  this  summer.” 


28 


ENGLISH  HIGH  SCHOOL  RECORD 


WHY  EXCHANGE? 

Why  does  the  Record  have  an  exchange  department,  and  is  it  worth  while  to  go 
to  all  this  trouble  and  expense?  From  the  subscribers’  point  of  view  it  might  at 
first  seem  to  be  a waste.  Yet  on  second  thought  it  may  be  easily  seen  how  he  bene- 
fits. 

By  sending  out  copies  of  our  magazine  to  all  parts  of  the  country,  we  get  many 
exchanges  in  return.  In  this  way  we  can  see  exactly  what  other  high  school  papers 
are  doing.  We  note  their  covers,  their  cartoons,  and  the  number  and  kind  of  de- 
partments they  maintain;  and  in  some  we  see  too  the  fine  spirit  of  the  school  in 
sending  in  numerous  contributions  of  literary  merit.  Criticising  these,  helps  us  get 
definite,  fixed  ideas  on  things  concerning  our  own  paper.  We  see  which  portions 
are  successful  and  approved  in  other  schools  and  which  would  be  desirable  for  ours. 
After  discussing  the  weak  points  of  other  papers,  we  are  able  to  sit  down  and  find  in 
ours  the  points  which  need  strengthening.  After  a little  thought,  it  is  quite  evident 
that  exchanging  contributes  a good,  big  share  to  the  improving  of  our  magazine. 
“To  observations  which  ourselves  we  make, 

We  grow  more  partial  for  th’  observer’s  sake.” 

— Pope 

We  wish  to  drop  in  a word  of  commendation  for  the  LEAFLEE,  Miss  Lee’s 
School,  Boston.  The  ambitious  exchange  editress  has  announced  a “Literary 
Lights”  contest.  All  the  magazines  received  will  be  carefully  read  and  criticised, 
every  part  that  goes  to  make  up  a magazine  being  considered.  “The  winning  paper 
receives  a perfectly  good,  three-letter  title,  large  type,  and  congratulations  from 
everyone  as  a reward.” 

"If  you  really  put  your  whole  mind  on  what  you  are  doing , you  will  find  yourself 
involuntarilyy  becoming  enthusiastic  and  you  can  put  through  well,  in  a much  shorter 
time,  the  same  thing  which  some,  half-heartedly,  spend  hours  in  doing  poorly." 

% 4c  s|e  5|c  * 

THE  REGISTER,  Boston  Latin  School — Although  you  have  much  good  ma- 
terial, we  think  some  details  of  your  arrangement  might  be  improved.  It  is  well 
enough  to  put  your  feature  articles  first,  but  why  waste  space  after  you  have  them 
off  your  mind?  Is  paper  cheap  over  your  way?  On  the  other  hand,  you  have  an 
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interesting  style  in  many  of  your  contributions.  We  send  luck  to  your  returning 
exchange  department. 

* * * * * 

Boy  Scout  ( small  but  polite ) : “ May  I accompany  you  across  the  street , madam?' 

Old  Lady.  “ Certainly , my  lad,  how  long  have  you  been  waiting  for  someone  to 
take  you  across?’ 

***** 

THE  DELPHIAN,  Moses  Brown  School,  Providence — We  admire  your  force- 
ful and  interesting  literary  section,  but  find  your  exchange,  alumni,  school,  and  ath- 
letic notes  merely  on  a level  with  the  average.  Why  such  drastic  action  on  jokes? 
Leaving  them  out  of  your  paper  wasn’t  enough,  so  you  even  approve  when  others 
do  it.  If  no  good  ones  are  cracked  at  Moses  Brown,  wre  extend  our  sympathy  to 
your  friends  in  their  bereavement.  How  about  a few  cartoons? 

* * * * * 

“ One  of  the  most  wonderful  things  man  has  learned  to  do  is  to  perpetuate  his  passvig 
ideas  for  the  benefit  of  others  by  writing  them  down." 

* * * * * 

PENNANT,  Lebanon  High  School,  Indiana — We  should  say  that  your  literary 
department  feels  the  lack  of  a genuine  story  or  two.  More  care  in  arranging  your 
departments  would  be  desirable.  We  commend  your  inclusive  review  of  the 
proposed  Honor  Society,  which  is  to  be  run  on  a basis  of  solid  credits  and  honor 
points.  The  first  are  similar  to  diploma  points  in  this  school,  but  the  latter  vary  with 
the  rank  in  any  subject.  According  to  the  custom  of  other  chapters  of  this 
national  society,  deserving  students  would  be  graduated  Cum  Laude,  Magna  Cum 
Laude,  or  Summa  Cum  Laude,  thus  compensating  the  faithful,  hardworking  student. 

Doctor : “ You  cough  with  much  greater  ease  this  morning." 

Patient:  “I  ought  to.  I’ve  been  practicing  all  night." 

4:  * * * 

THE  EAGLE,  Lindblom  High  School,  Chicago — “Retribution  Invincible” 
is  a striking  contribution.  Decidedly  your  joke  department  sets  the  pace  for  the 
rest  of  the  paper.  We  have  noticed  that  you  put  your  dancing  notes,  in  the  ath- 
letic column.  Well  done!  A la  Hoyle  you  must  have  some  live  wares  out  there. 

* * * * * 

Father's  voice:  "Mae,  hasn't  that  young  man  started  for  home  yet?’ 

Jamesieson : ‘‘I’ve  reached  third,  sir.” 

Father's  voice:  “Well,  steal,  you  busher,  stealV’ 

***** 

HEARD  IN  H4 

Mr.  W. : “What  are  the  Knights  of  the  Bath?” 

Dumb  Bell:  “Saturday  nights,  of  course.” 

***** 

“My  God!  I can’t  see!” 

“Heavens,  what’s  the  matter?” 

“My  eyes  are  shut.” 

***** 

She:  “Do  you  like  cod-fish  balls?” 

He:  “I  don’t  know.  I never  attended  any.” 
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AFTER  SCHOOL  VISIT  THE 

UNION  PARK  SPA 

Fancy  Fruit,  Cigars,  Cigarettes  and  Tobacco. 

Home-made  Ice  Cream 

569-a  TREMONT  ST.  STATIONERY  BOSTON,  MASS. 

STYLISH  SHOES  FOR 
YOUNG  MEN 

Special  123^%  discount  on  all  cash  sales 
at  our  list  prices  to  English  High  School 
students  listed  in  the  school  catalogue. 

COES  8c  STODDER 

10-14  SCHOOL  STREET 


The  Oldest  and  Larges, 
Sporting  goods 
Store 

in  New  England" 
Established  1S2S 


6th  Executive  Offices 
Accounting  Department 


5th  Camping  and  Canoes 
Snowshoes,  Skis,  Toboggans 
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Coach  and  Camp  Directors' 
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Sport  Clothes  for 
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Girls'  Camp  Department 

2nd  Men's  and  Young  Men’s 
Sport  Clothes 

Sport  Shoes  for  Men  and  Women 

1st  Guns  and  Ammunition 
Fishing  Tackle  and  Golf 
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(ELEVATOR  SERVICE  TO  ALL  FLOORS* 


364  WASHINGTON  STREET 
BOSTON. 
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CHARLES  A.  STROMBERG  & SONS 

MANUFACTURERS  OF 

DRUMS,  BELLS  AND  XYLOPHONES 

TENOR  AND  MANDOLIN  BANJOS 


2 Stores 

29  School  St.  595  Washington  St. 


19  WASHINGTON  STREET 

Fourth  Floor  Boston,  Mass. 

TEL.  BOWDOIN  I728-M 


Regulation  Uniforms 
Government  Khaki 


Cap  and  Badge 

$1.50 

Coat  and  Letters 

3.75 

Trousers 

1.75 

Leggings 

.65 

$7.65 

HARDING  UNIFORM  CO. 

22  School  St. 


0.  H.  BRYANT 

Violins!,  ISotos!,  Cages  anti  Strings! 

Fair  dealing  has  given  us  the  patronage  of  E.  H . 
S.  men  for  years. 

246  Huntington  Avenue 

OPP.  SYMPHONY  HALL 


PERRY’S 


TEL.  MAIN  2839 
Makers  of 

!^-tfYlling  fountain  pens 


MAIL  ORDERS  FILLED 

ALL  STANDARD  MAKES 
ON  SALE 


ALL  MAKES  OF 

FOUNTAIN  PENS  AND  EVERSHARP  PENCILS  REPAIRED 


YOUR  NAME  IN  GOLD  LETTERS 
FREE  IF  PEN  IS  PURCHASED  HERE 


OPEN  TILL  6 P.  M.  EVERY  DAY' 


PERRY  PEN  CO. 

258  WASHINGTON  STREET 
BOSTON,  MASS. 


J.  F.  WHITNEY 

Athletic  Supplies  For  All  Sports 

Segiaterefc  pharmacist 

JAMES  W.  BRINE  CO. 

Fresh  Candies, — Pure  Drugs 

286  DEVONSHIRE  ST.  BOSTON,  MASS. 

Try  Our  Delicious  Soda 

18  Clarendon  St.,  cor.  Warren  Ave. 
Boston 

SECURE  YOUR  DISCOUNT  CARDS  FROM 
MR.  W.  E.  SMITH 

Under  New  Management 
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NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

SCHOOL  OF  ENGINEERING 


ASSEMBLING  GAUGES,  AMERICAN  STEAM-GAUGE  & VALVE  COMPANY 

COURSES  OFFERED 

The  School  of  Engineering,  Northeastern  University  offers  four-year 
college  courses  of  study,  in  co-operation  with  engineering  firms,  in  the 
following  branches  of  engineering,  leading  to  the  Bachelor’s  degree: 

I.  Civil  Engineering. 

II.  Mechanical  Engineering. 

III.  Electrical  Engineering. 

IV.  Chemical  Engineering. 

REQUIREMENTS  FOR  ADMISSION 

Graduates  of  the  English  High  School  who  have  included  Algebra  to 
Quadratics  and  Plane  Geometry  in  their  courses  of  study  are  admitted 
without  examinations. 

EARNINGS 

The  earnings  of  the  students  for  their  services  with  co-operating  firms  vary 
from  $250  to  $600  per  year. 

APPLICATION 

An  application  blank  will  be  found  inside  the  back  cover  of  the  catalog. 
Copies  will  also  be  mailed  upon  request.  These  should  be  forwarded  to 
the  school  at  an  early  date. 

CATALOG 

For  a catalog  or  any  further  information  in  regard  to  the  school,  address 

CARL  S.  ELL,  Dean 

School  of  Engineering  Northeastern  University 

Boston  17,  Massachusetts. 
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CLASS  PINS 


RINGS 

MEDALS 

TROPHIES 

FRATERNITY 

JEWELRY 


It 
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•anT^ppLiEP 

112  EMBLEMS 

"APPRESS  BOX 


PJD  R R ETTof  “aISJ 


Boston  Garters  never  grow  tired  of  their  job — 
holding  socks  in  place.  They  stay  “Peppy”  no 
matter  how  much  leg  work  a chap  has  to  do. 


GEORGE  FROST  CO.,  MAKERS,  BOSTON 


NOKES  & NICOLAI 

Drums  That  Are  Drums 
Bells,  Xylophone  and  Traps 

3 Appleton  St. 
BOSTON,  MASS. 


— 1 

Tel  Beach  53716  Red.  1 el.  Chelsea  151 1- J 

TheTushin  Drum  School 

Studio  228  Tremont  St.  Room  li) 

Modem  and  Practical  Instruction 
on  Drums,  Tympany,  Beils  and 
Xylophones  for  beginners  and  ad- 
vanced students. 


AMONG  YOUNG  MEN 


STYLES  PREDOMINATE 


2 STORES onW6HlNGT0N  ST. 
3ii  Opposite  the  Old  South  Church 
659  Gaiety  Theatre  Building 


OUR  SELECTION  OF  CAPS  PRICED  AT  $2.50  CANNOT  BUT 

APPEAL  TO  YOU 


A SUCCESSFUL  CAREER 

in  business  depends  to  a great  degree  upon  the  forming  of  proper  banking 

connections. 

THE  STATE  STREET  TRUST  COMPANY 

is  a strong,  progressive  bank,  with  many  years’  experience  which  it  is  glad  to  put 
at  the  service  of  the  ambitious  young  men  whom  it  numbers  among  its  clients. 

Main  Office:  33  State  St.  Massachusetts  Ave.  Office;  Cor.  Mass.  Ave.  and  Boylston  Street 

Copley  Square  Office:  581  Boylston  Street 

Safety  Deposit  Vaults  at  all  three  Offices  Member  Federal  Reserve  System 
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GOING  TO  COLLEGE? 

ESTABLISHED  57  YEARS 

Then  step  into  line  for  the  first  point 
of  distinction  about  a college  man. 

Whatever  college  you  enter  you  will 
want  to  be  as  well-dressed  as  any  of 

R.  & E.  F. 
GLEASON 

Undertakers 

your  class  mates. 

START  NOW 

All  arrangements  carefully  made.  First 
class  service.  Auto  equipment  for  local  and 
out-of-town  use.  Automobile  hearses. 

MACULLAR  PARKER  CO. 

400  Washington  St 

335  Washington  Street 

Dorchester  District 

Boston 

Telephones:  Dorchester  2010,  2011 
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